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swift, gentle, and beautiful. An Arab will part with anything rather than with his horse ; and at noon, when all must stop because of the heat, the horse is taken into the tent to be shielded from the scorching rays of the sun.
Because the supply of water and grass is small, men often fight for water at the wells; the wandering Arab is a fighter and very often, out in the lonely desert, where there is no policeman to see him or to catch him, he often attacks and robs some other wanderer less strong than himself; he is a thief.
There is no change in the desert; it is to-day * as it was thousands of years ago, and the Arab is like the land in which he lives. He does not alter; he learns nothing new. There is no one to learn from. He is brave, strong, and proud. He is clever enough to be able to live in a land where you and I would die. He can find his way for days where we should be lost in a very-short time. He can see things afar off and hear sounds at a great distance that we should not notice. He loves his wild, free, hard life, and looks down with contempt on the men who live in the small towns that grow up round the oases.
The desert gives him little, and to satisfy his wants he becomes a trader. He parts with his young horses and he sells butter and also salt, of which there are supplies in the desert. In exchange for these things he gets flour,